
The Tragedy 

Haft. So profper I, as I fweare perfe& loue: 

Ri. And I as 1 lone Haft mgs with my heart. 

King. Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this* 

Nor your ibnne Dorfet, Buckingham, wot you. 

You haue becne factious one againft the other .* 

Wife, loue Lord Ha/h»gs,k t him kifie your hand, 

And what you doe, dee it vnfainedly. 

(gu. Here Haftmgs,\ vviilneuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I and mine. 

Dorf.Thus enterchange of loue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Hast. And fo I fwere my Lord. 

-fo'ag.Now princely 'Buckingham feale vp this league, 
With thy embracement to my wiues allies. 

And make me happy -in this, vnity. 

Buck, i Wheneiier < Buckingham ^ oth turne his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifli you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate,in thole where I expefi mod loue. 

When I haue moll neede to imploy a friend , , . \ 

And mo ft allured that he is a frieind, 
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Deepe,hollowtrecherous,and full of guile - ■ 

Behe vntome: This doc I beggeofGod 
When I amcold in zeale to you or yours. 

King. A pleafing cordial! Princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart.: 

There wanteth now our brother Glocesler here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefter . 


Buck ; And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 
Glo. Goocfmorrow to my foueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

King. Happy indeedas we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we haue done deeds ofeharity. : 

Madepeaceof emnity,faire loue of hate, 

Betvycene thefefwelling wrong infeenfed Peares- 
Glo. A bleffed labour moll foueraigne Liege, 

Amongft this Princely heape, if any here 

By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife. 

Hold 
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Hold mea foe, if I vnwittingly or in my fa'ge,* 

Haue thought committed that is hardly-borne- 
By any in this prefence , I defire 
j o reconcile me to his fi cindly peace, 

Tis death to metobeatemnity, 

I hate it and defire • all gOod mens loue. 

Pirfi Maddam I intreat peace of you , 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruicc. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod'gd betweene vs, 

Of you my Lord Rivers , and Lord Gray of you,- - 
That all without defart haue fround on me. 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of al! - 
I do not know that Engli flmran aliue, 

With whom myfoule is any iotteat oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

Qu. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would toGod all ftrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leige I dobefeech your Maiefly 
To take our brother Clarence , toyour grace. 

Glo. Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this. 

To be thuslcornd in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble I? is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcome his coarfe- ( he' ; is ? 

Ri. W ho knowes not be is dead, who knowes 
All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? ' 

Buc . Looke 1 fo pale Lcrd Dcrfet as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord and none in this prefeuce 
But his red colour hath foriooke bis cneeke^ 

Kin. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft- 
Gh. But He poore foule by our firft order dido. 

And that a winged Mercury did bearc. 

Some tardy cripie bore the countermannd; 

That came too iagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that iome lefie noble and lefie loyall, 

Neererin bloody thoughts,but not in blood : * 

Beierue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpicion. Enter Darky. 



